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	1. Chapter 1

Hellloooooooooo my lovelies. Hoshimi here and I just had this idea and I couldn't get it out of my head so I wrote it down and welp here goes...

Also: If you have any pairing ideas please tell me, I have a couple ideas myself but I want to hear it from you. Hiryuu is two years older than the Rookie Nine.

Naruto belongs to Kishimoto and not me

* * *

><p>I really wanted to see whoever took care of dead souls because they must be drunk right now. How do they mess up this badly? Dead people are supposed to stay dead but I'm not about to look a gift horse in the mouth so I might as well live out my life, yeah?<p>

I was a sickly child, often missing school for regular doctor checkups and sick days. I never played outside or joined a sports team in my mother's fear that I would break like glass. It was aggravating. Freedom became something I yearned for and I wished I could bike or swim like my sister often mentioned. Or maybe go hiking with my family instead of getting left behind during camping trips. I had a lot of spare time, so I focused on studying the Japanese language (as a hobby) and watching whatever channel that caught my eye during my stay at home or the hospital. I knew that I would never be as strong as the other boys or be able to run as much as I wanted. So I channeled all my wishes into one show. Naruto. It was breathtaking, the things shinobi did in that world. I became attached and binged episode upon episode, my parents allowed it telling me that having an stress output was good.

I had no friends as once during middle school, some bully decided to spread a rumor that my condition was contagious. The rumor was cleared as a misunderstanding but nobody really stuck around much after that and my absent days just dug my ditch deeper.

Surprisingly, I didn't die due to illness. I was glad about that. I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. The guy probably didn't even mean to actually kill me. But what was done was done and I was shot 8 pm on a Thursday while my mother was pulling money out of a bank five days before my 16th birthday. It hurt , I'll admit, but it ended fairly quickly after two shots. One through my head and one through my lungs. All I heard was screams and panicked cries and then silence. my only two regrets were my inability to see my unborn brother and the new Boruto movie.

I woke up in a dark and warm place. It was actually quite comforting. Shame it only lasted a couple minutes before I was shoved out into a bright and cold world.

" Wakumi-Chan-...- baby boy-...- I owe you money now-...- name?" with my limited knowledge on the Japanese language, I could figure out the gist of the conversation. It was honestly very confusing. my sight was blurry, I was still cold despite being wrapped in a blanket, and whoever was holding me was so much bigger than me that I fit in their arms like a baby.

"His name is Hiryuu."

That was the start of my new life. When I regained my sense of sight I was met with a rather unbelievable circumstance. My name is Hiryuu Ryugasaki, I have spiky red hair and my blue eyes were slitted, much like a dragon. My father, Ryuuga, had slitted eyes as well, only his were green and he had jet black hair. My mother, Wakumi, did not have slitted eyes. She had normal blue eyes and beautiful red hair just a shade lighter than my own blood red color.

By the end of two months, I was dying of embarrassment. Breast feeding, diaper changing, and baths were the bane of my existence. As a baby I couldn't do anything except think. That led to quite a bit of brooding and phantom pains in my chest and forehead where I was shot. I quickly accepted that I was reborn into a new world and focused and mastering japanese so I could actually understand what my mom and dad were saying. The process was slow and tedious but I endured it as it was necessary. My mother was playful and lighthearted, her blue eyes sparkled every time my father fell for a prank and ended up with blue hair or whatnot. My father was kind and gentle. He was a towering height of about 6 foot 7 (204 cm) and constantly teased my mother about her short height. They were an affectionate couple, often peppering me in kisses or cuddling me until I fell asleep. As embarrassing as it was (I was mentally 16 after all) I came to enjoy it and bask in the love and attention.

Being a baby was quickly becoming boring. There was only so much time someone could spend trying to learn japanese and the only success I made physically was turning onto my side. My head felt five times heavier than normal so I couldn't even come close to sitting much less standing. So I ended up meditating like I heard the old monks do. Let me just say one thing, meditating is so much harder than it seems. I always ended up falling asleep or getting distracted by the slightest noise. But by the end of four months I was able to sort away all my thoughts and gain a sort of calm. I continued this cycle of eating, breathing, pooping, meditating, and sleeping until about a week later when I came across something weird during meditation. I don't really know what to call it, just that it's a glowy blue energy source that makes my stomach feel warm and fuzzy. It was like finding a new toy to play with, only better. I now put every meditation session into playing with the energy and coaxing it around different parts of my baby body.

* * *

><p>By the end of month six, I gathered enough physical strength to start crawling and torture my new parents.<p>

"Ryuuga-kun! Look! Hiryuu-chan is crawling!" my mother squealed. My father gave a proud chuckle and clapped his hands to get my attention.

"Hiryuu, come to tou-chan!" he beckoned. My mother shoved father to the side.

"No, Hiryuu~ come to kaa-chan!" She made all these silly hand signs and faces I couldn't help but giggle. I then spotted my dragon doll, ryu-chan behind my dad and crawled in his direction. Father gave a victorious cheer and urged me toward him.

"My own son has forsaken me!" Mother gave a dramatic cry of despair and flopped on the ground.

"Yes! I'm his favorite!" father cheered. I felt evil for doing this but just as he was about to pick me up and shower me in kisses, I crawled past him and grabbed ryu-chan. As my mom burst into laughter and smug taunting, my dad hung his head with a cloud of depression over his head.

Being able to crawl was a great improvement to the baby life. With crawling, I was able to explore my new house. The house was weird and huge. No windows whatsoever and yet it was still illuminated by light crystals. Imagine my surprise when eight months into my life I crawl to the living room and see a map of the elemental nations taped onto the wall. I stopped. What? That made no sense! Were my parents hardcore naruto fans as well? I felt my father pick me up.

"What'cha looking at there Hiryuu-chan?" he asked. I gave a confused gurgle and waved my hands around. Hopefully he had some explanation to this.

"The map? Oh it's a map of the Elemental nations, we live on one of the islands near Mizu no Kuni (water).

That just gave me more questions. At my incredulous look, father gave a chuckle.

"I'll explain how we stayed hidden to you when you grow up. For now though, let's just say that your mother's Fuinjutsu is amazing. She is an Uzumaki after all." I eyes widened in surprise as father carried me back into my crib. As I lay awake, my mind was going millions of miles per minute. My mother was an Uzumaki? Well that explained the blood red hair we shared but that still didn't give me enough information as to when in the plot I was. The fact that I haven't seen any relatives other than Kaa-chan and Tou-san points toward the possibility of Uzugakure's destruction already happening. Not to mention our self exiling onto an island.

As I started my meditation as I always do, I nearly face palmed for not realizing that the energy I had been playing with was chakra the whole time. This opened up a whole world of possibilities. With the Uzumaki vitality and chakra reserves, I no doubt had above average reserves that enabled me to do jutsu that required more chakra then most. I couldn't help but let out an evil chuckle. Madara wouldn't know what hit him.]

* * *

><p>At eleven months, I was running around and exploring the newly dubbed Safe House. At twenty months I was talking.<p>

"Kaa-chan!"

"YES! Good boy Hiryuu! That's right! Kaa-chan was his first word! Pay up Ryuuga!" My mother paraded me around the house, cheering and celebrating my first word while my father sulked in the corner, begrudgingly handing over money to my mother.

* * *

><p>Age three and my father explained our situation to me (finally).<p>

"The Ryugasaki are an extinct clan, that means we're the only ones. We were hunted down a long time ago because of our kekkei genkai (bloodline limit) of flight. Other clans may have their summoning scrolls but the Ryugasaki has a negotiation with the Imperial Dragons. Once you meet your partner and he or she accepts you, that should awaken the dormant bloodline limit and start your process of your growth as a true Ryugasaki." Seeing my confused look, Tou-san took off his shirt to show multiple green scales formed around his torso as armor.

"Can you fly Tou-san?" Inside I was screaming in joy and thanking my lucky stars. I have a bloodline limit or pseudo summoning contract! This might be my only chance of survival in the Shinobi world!

"Yes I can Hiryuu. You will be able to as well."

"That's so cool." I whispered in awe. Father gave a chuckle and ruffled my messy black hair, nearly identical to his own.

"When do we start? Can we start right now? I want to become a strong dragon like Tou-chan!" I was looking forward to this a lot. Father crouched down so we were eye level.

"This will be dangerous Hiryuu. Not many of our clan were able to achieve full merging with our dragons. I want you to know that this is not a game, am I understood?"

"Yes sir!"

Training was intense. Father had me do every single endurance training imaginable inside the Safe House. Mother was already starting me on calligraphy and chakra control and by the end of the day, I was exhausted both physically and mentally. Forming a partnership with the Imperial Dragons was a privilege that only the Ryugasaki had. The very genetics of the Ryugasaki revolved around handling the body morphing that happens when one merges with their dragon. The Ryugasaki became stronger, faster, and more durable than the regular human. Coupled with the Uzumaki genes, I pretty much landed jackpot in terms of genetics. What concerned me was the lack of Ryugasaki in canon. The Ryugasaki weren't even mentioned once in canon, I would've remembered a clan with such a bloodline. Had my presence here already changed canon? My knowledge of the future was my advantage in this world, if my very presence distorted the timeline then I would be charging in blind against Madara. I rubbed my eyes wearily.

"Mendokusai… (troublesome)" I sighed, dropping my head against the desk that held my calligraphy practice.

* * *

><p>Somewhere in Konoha, a certain Nara child gave a mighty sneeze and scared away all the Nara deer.<p>

* * *

><p>"Baka, Baka, Baka, Baka, Baka, Baka! Why didn't I do this sooner!" I muttered to myself, hitting my head on the desk over and over again.<p>

"What's the point of knowledge of the future if I don't remember any of it!" I growled to myself in english. I hastily pulled out a notebook and wrote all of the events that will happen in chronological order. My english was rusty so I had to make do with what I could write but it was thankfully legible. Pulling at my unruly red hair in frustration, I chewed on the end of my pen. I was already forgetting crucial things and this did not bode well for my circumstance. Setting my pen and notebook down, I ran a weary hand over my face. I knew for certain that I was going to change the plot to some degree. There was also that fact that destruction was all well and good from behind a tv screen but this was real life now, I needed to remember that. Turning the page to get a fresh sheet, I began writing my own version of the Bingo Book from my memory. Once I finished, I wrote a highly sophisticated, well thought out, complex list of goals for this life.

Step 1. Kill Orochimaru

Step 2. Kill Kabuto

Step 3. Beat some sense into Sasuke

Step 4. Befriend Naruto

Step 5. Avoid getting killed

Step 6. I don't even know what to do with Madara anymore...

Looking over my list, I had to admit that I was pretty much done for. Befriending Naruto shouldn't be too difficult but considering I'm nowhere near Konoha that set my plans back quite a bit. All of my goals revolved around Konoha or it's ninja's.

"It's not going to be easy, is it?"

* * *

><p>Five more years passed by in a blur and I was now eight. At this point, mother was teaching me basic fuinjutsu and mostly D ranked to B ranked ninjutsu and Father had deemed my physical conditioning to be adequate and was now teaching me manners and etiquette in preparation to meet the Imperial Dragons. My progress was reaching leaps and bounds and soon enough Kaa-chan says that they will be able to take short trips out of the safe house.<p>

I have gone out of the Safe House a grand total of zero times. Oh, mother and father went out all the time (under henges) or else we would have no groceries. I understood the reasoning, Kiri was having a bloodline purge but still being caged in for two lifetimes was not a life I wanted to live. Suffice to say, I was done with being cooped up. I wanted to merge with my partner and go flying or swim in the waters of Mizu no Kuni. For goodness sake, anything other than being cooped up in this house any longer. I had explored just about every inch of this hellhole that disguised itself as a safe haven for angels and I wanted out!

"Hiryuu, could you come here for a minute?" Kaa-chan's voice was filled with unbridled excitement and my internal ranting was cut short.

"Coming Kaa-chan." I bounded out of my room and into the kitchen to see Tou-san hugging the lights out of Mother.

Horrified, I pried Tou-san off. " Tou-san! Kaa-chan is turning blue!" Father rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly and sat down at the table with Kaa-chan. Kaa-chan glanced back at Tou-san with a excited grin, she grabbed my hands in hers and stared at me straight in the eyes.

"Suprise! You're going to become a Nii-san Hiryuu!"

My head was spinning. Back in my old life, I had died before I had seen my new baby brother born. I was probably more excited then my Mom at the prospect of a new family member. I launched myself at Kaa-chan and tackled her with a hug.

"I'm going to become a Nii-san? Really? Will it be a girl or a boy? Will he or she play with me?" My excited rambling made Kaa-chan and Tou-san chuckle and ruffle my hair.

"Oh and another thing Hiryuu." Tou-san got my attention.

"Yes?"

"You're meeting your partner tomorrow so get plenty of rest."

"Hai!"

* * *

><p>Proving yourself worthy of a dragon partner was sort of a right of passage for the Ryugasaki. When your sensei deemed you ready, he or she would open up a passage to the Imperial Dragon's cave with the willing blood of a Ryugasaki that had a dragon partner. It was a fairly simple ritual, meant to send the Ryugasaki child over to the cave an hour at most.<p>

"Are you ready?" Tou-san asked. "You know that your mother and I am really proud of you right?"

"Yeah, yeah, sappy old man. C'mon! Open the portal!" I gave an impatient whine. Tou-san chuckled and made his way over to the sealing circle that was written in the family scrolls. Slicing his hand open and letting blood drip onto his finger, he wrote the Kanji for Ryugasaki with his finger and blood in the center of the sealing circle.

"Activate!"

The different seals all lit up at once and formed a gateway. Giving my dad a thumbs-up, I took a step back and sprinted into the portal.

* * *

><p>The cave was definitely not how I had imagined it to be. It was elegantly designed with massive support pillars lined neatly in rows. It seemed more like an oversized castle than anything.<p>

"**Yes, most hatchlings tend to imagine an actual cave when they first step into the portal."** A deep baritone voice stated from behind. Whirling around, I was met face to face with a giant ebony dragon the size of a house. The dragon had intelligent golden eyes and there were silver scales scattered around to make him look like the night sky itself.

"**Curious… Curious indeed..."** He mused, lowering his head to look me straight in the eyes.

"If you don't mind me asking, what's so curious?" I peered up at him with blue slitted eyes.

"**I was promised a Ryugasaki child, and I received one. However you were not originally a Ryugasaki, nor are you eight years of age. Tell me human, why has your soul travelled through dimensions?"**

I tensed. I did not expect that from a dragon.

"I-... I don't know." I answered hesitantly. The dragon stared me down with searching eyes, waiting for me to continue. Clearing my throat, I decided to just tell him the truth.

"Where I was originally born, the shinobi world as a whole is a story. I have knowledge of the future but I haven't actually had a chance to verify my knowledge yet." I took a deep breath to steady myself. "I decided to bide my time and grow stronger so I could help stabilize the word when it is in need."

"**Why?"**

"Pardon me?"

"**If it is considered just a story to you then why do you feel the need to help. Could you not just watch while the humans fight through their struggles and act out your story?"**

"That was my original idea. However living with my parents… I simply cannot see them as characters of a story anymore. They are my precious people and nothing will change that. And- … and if I have to fight a war for what I hold dear the so be it!" I raised my chin up in defiance and determination. The dragon kept his gaze on me for what seemed like an eternity but exploded in deep booming laughter that shook the cave.

"**Very well human, you are worthy of my partnership. You may call me Hotaru, Hiryuu. I have a feeling that the next few decades are going to be very entertaining..."** His voice faded as I was hurdled back into the elemental nations.

Landing roughly onto the ground I looked up to see Tou-san and Kaa-chan rushing up towards me. Embracing me in a bone-crushing hug, Kaa-chan and Tou-chan just cuddled me, muttering thanks.

"What's wrong?" my eyes were wide in bewilderment as I asked them what the problem was. Did someone attack while I was gone? It didn't look like there were signs of struggle and I was only gone for an hour so…

"-Two days! What took you so long?!" I finally payed attention to what Kaa-chan was saying and needless to say I was surprised.

"Wait what? I was only gone for an hour at most!" I squirmed out of their hug and stared at them incredulously.

"**Time flows differently in your world hatchling." **the same baritone resounded from the back of my mind. I jumped up about three feet in shock.

"Hotaru? Hotaru is that you?" I asked.

"**I can hear clearly if you think it, young one."** Hotaru drawled. My face became as red as my hair when Mother looked at me as if I had grown two heads. Tou-san, however, looked ecstatic. He knew exactly what was going on and he swung me off the ground and whooped in celebration.

"You got your partner!" he cheered.

"Yosh! Celebratory dinner tonight!" Kaa-chan gave a determined grin and rolled up her sleeves.

Cheering along with my parents, I let my thoughts and worries of the future rest in me. Madara could wait a couple of years, I have a family to cherish now.


	2. Chapter 2

**Haha, sorry about the inconsistency in the last chapter about his hair, I originally had his hair black like his father but I later decided for the Uzumaki genes to be more dominant. I fixed it so hopefully that's better. **

**Anyway, I still need pairing ideas.**

**Naruto does not belong to me**

* * *

><p>"Hurry, Hurry, Hurry..." I muttered under my breath.<p>

"**Calm yourself. I'm sure your mother and the hatchling will be fine. The Uzumaki are well known for their vitality."**

I was pacing in front of the door to one of the spare guest rooms. Kaa-chan was giving birth to a new family member and I couldn't be more nervous. My brain was going miles per minute and I went over every single horrible outcome to my current situation.

"But- but Hotaru…" I whined. Every second was more nerve wracking than the one before and I ran my hand through my blood red hair in agitation.

"**Listen closely child, do you not hear the baby's cries?"**

I bolted towards the door and tackled it open. Inside, Mother was holding a tight bundle to her chest and Father was washing his hands with a giant grin on his face. I gasped and rushed over to Kaa-chan.

"Hiryuu, say hi to your imouto Katsumi." Kaa-san looked tired. She had dark bags under her eyes and her voice sounded raw but there was underlying pride and joy on her face.

Katsumi was adorable. She was awake and crying but her tears soon dwindled and her wailing subsided. She had a tuft of soft red hair and Tou-san's sparkling green eyes. Her little chubby hand curled around my pinky finger as I rocked her in my arms.

"Hello Katsumi-chan, I'm your Nii-san Hiryuu." I whispered, careful not to scare my younger sister in anyway. Katsumi gave a happy gurgle and gave me a toothless grin. My heart melted and I looked at her with my slitted blue eyes.

"I promise Katsumi-chan… I'll protect you even after the very end."

* * *

><p>-two years later (now ten years old)-<p>

"I want to get off this island."

Tou-san put down the book and Kaa-chan stopped chopping the vegetables on the cutting board. Sighing softly, Tou-san handed a wad of cash over to an extremely smug Kaa-chan before turning to me.

"Hiryuu… I've told you, the world out there is extremely dangerous. You aren't ready-"

Hot rage flooded through me like lava. I refuse to be caged in some island!

"THEN LET ME SHOW YOU I'M READY! I want to fly! I want to experience the real world for myself!"

"Very well. Beat me in a spar and we'll let you go." Father's voice was unnaturally cold.

"However if you lose to me, don't even mention this topic until you're thirteen."

I snarled angrily, my slitted pupils became dilated and I felt ebony scales grow over my vulnerable spots. My nails were replaced by ivory claws as sharp as blades.

"So you finally unlocked the Ryuu no Henkan..." My accelerated hearing caught his murmur.

"**Calm down! I understand what freedom means to you but fighting your father will do no good! Retreat, grow stronger and face him when you're ready." **Hotaru scolded me. Scowling fiercely, I huffed and strode out of the room. I never noticed my mother's pained look or my father's weary sigh.

* * *

><p>Another punch, another kick, another lap around the small island. A ran a calloused hand through my sweaty hair.<p>

"Still not good enough." I muttered. "What am I doing wrong Hotaru? Why aren't I getting stronger? I'm trying so hard but i'm not getting any stronger. I won't be able to beat father like this!"

"**Perhaps you're focusing on the wrong things. You have impeccable chakra control and impressive reserves. You're not too bad in Taijutsu and Genjutsu doesn't work on you or your father thanks to me and his dragon."**

"Well then what do you suggest?"

"**Show him something he'll never have seen before. You cannot win any fight with brute strength. Catch him off guard with something new. Prove to him that you are more than ready to get out into the world."**

"Understood."

* * *

><p>It was beautiful, it was magnificent, it was my own technique. A technique made by myself and unknown by everybody else. Not even mother knew of it and definitely not father. It was my ultimate defence worthy of Gaara's sand. <strong>Suiton: Dance of the Water Guardian<strong>. The jutsu seemed simple enough, but making the jutsu itself was anything but. I was able to create it within six months and that was with working on it nearly every day. I no longer played with Katsumi, played games with Father, or helped Mother cook. I put in everything I had to make this jutsu. The Dance of the Water Guardian was designed to be both offence and defence. Based off of Gaara's sand style, the jutsu creates massive water tendrils that whips around me into a circular shield that repels all enemy attacks and launches it back at them. The water source was a storage seal that contained four hundred gallons of water infused with mine and Hotaru's chakra. The storage seal was located on the side of my belt so it would do minimum damage to me if the seal ever broke.

I gave a wild grin as I went through all twenty six handsigns required for the jutsu. My grin grew even wilder and I gave a triumphant whoop as the water tendrils whirled around me into a tight shield. My cheering ceased and I frowned as I noticed another issue. I had limited oxygen in this safety bubble. That would be a massive problem if I needed to stay in there for more than three minutes. I forced myself to stay collected and stored my frustration away for a later date. Already, an idea was forming in my head.

* * *

><p>I collapsed on my bed in exhaustion as I stared at the wooden mask that I had made. Turning the mask over in my hand, I reviewed my Fuinjutsu work for the twentieth time. There were six layers to the sealing. The first layer had a storage seal for a lot of oxygen that I had already filled up. The second and third layer was a sort of filter system so I wasn't overloaded with the oxygen output. The fourth and fifth layer was so I could control the amount of oxygen I received so I wouldn't waste oxygen if I didn't need it. The last layer protected the mask from the elements. The wooden mask was black with golden swirls and covered the bottom half of my face. I had spent another month working on the mask. Fuinjutsu was dangerous if even one thing went wrong, that was why I kicked my pride aside for a little bit just to ask my mother to overview my seal work.<p>

Grudgingly getting off the bed, I cracked my neck and walked out of my room and into my living room where Mother was playing with Katsumi.

"Kaa-san, could you help me with something?" Mother looked surprised. Understandable, considering I had barely spoken to either Mother or Father in the past seven months.

"What is it? Are you hurt?"

"No, I just need you to check over something that I made." I handed her the mask and waited as she looked over my seal work.

"Hiryuu… did you make this?" she sounded astonished. I nodded. "This- this is incredible! You're only ten and you're already better at Fuinjutsu that I was when I was twenty!"

I allowed a light blush to dust across my face at the praise. "Then there are no problems?"

"Nope! What do you need this for?"

"A-ah about that-"

I was (thankfully) distracted by a small tug at the hem of my sleeveless jacket. I looked down to see my little sister looking up at me with large, doe-like eyes. Must… resist… too cute!

"Aniki! Play with me please~" She pleaded.

"Ah, gomen Katsumi-chan but something I need to work on right now." I rubbed the back of my head sheepishly. Katsumi pouted, her bottom lips jutting out and her green eyes glistened with tears. My own eyes widened. I made her cry! Nononononono.

"On second thought, I can work on it later. What do you want to play?"

* * *

><p>I stared evenly at my father who was standing on the other side of the training ground. Breathing in and out to slow down my rapidly beating heart, I waited for Mother to give us the indication to start.<p>

"HAJIME"

For a second, neither of us did anything. Then the training ground was blurred with movement. I burst forward, chakra enhancing my speed. Drawing a kunai, I slashed at Father's legs aiming to prevent walking or running. However Tou-san dodged and kicked my arm away, making me skid back a few feet. Adrenaline rushed through my body. I was extremely excited right now, this was my chance to explore the world. I cartwheeled back and put myself at a distance from him.

"**Katon: Ryuuka no Jutsu**"

Suffice to say, I ran. I didn't have any suiton Justus that I could do fast enough to block it and running away gave me a chance to buy time for my new jutsu. While on the run, my fingers flashed through the twenty six handsigns required. Father looked perplexed at the unfamiliar jutsu. A sense of accomplishment rushed through me as I saw his confusion. 'Good.' I thought vindictively. 'Be confused. Be very confused.'

"**Suiton: Dance of the Water Guardian**" I donned my mask and breathed regularly as the water tendrils covered me and whipped out to diffuse the fire dragon technique. The chakra cost was massive and I already felt the drain but I had Hotaru supporting me so I didn't need to worry quite yet.

"Kami-sama..." Father whispered in shock. His face contorted with pain for a minute and giant green scaled wings burst from his back. I almost lost control of my jutsu. This was it! This was the clan bloodline I had been begging Father to show me since I found out what a bloodline was. With a thrust of powerful wings, he lifted himself off the ground and shot towards the sky. I made my water tendrils follow him but they were dodged and avoided at every twist and turn. Focusing half of my concentration on the shield and the other half on offence was tiring.

"Ne, Hotaru. Do you think you can control my defence for now?" I pleaded. "I want to focus everything on offence."

"**Very well. Leave the defence to me." **

"Thanks."

As soon as I felt Hotaru take control over my shield, I focused everything I had on chasing down my father. I gave a triumphant roar as one of the water tendrils grabbed onto my father's left wing. With Father unable to fly, I made the water tendrils grab onto his foot and slam him into the ground from the air. My eyes narrowed as I saw a wooden log in the place of where my father was supposed to be. Kawarimi, I noted in frustration. I spread out my senses, determined on finding him.

"**Hiryuu, this is getting dull. I've dismantled at least a dozen Iwa Bunshins by now."** I chuckled as I heard Hotaru's disgruntled voice. He may not seem like the type but he was actually really excited by the rush of battle.

"**Doton: Domu**" A giant earthen spear rushed at me. I was slightly wary of doton techniques due to water's disadvantage to them so I made my tendrils catch them and throw them back instead of letting the shield deflect it. The rock spears crashed into the nearby trees harmlessly. Fighting with an earth style ninja was aggravating. Especially so if you were a water user. They just hid underground and sent clones at you or threw boulders and rocks at you.

"**Hiryuu, you're using about one fourth of your water reserves." **

"Yeah, I got it. I'll be more conservative and whatnot." I waved him off. I sent water tendrils in all five of the mole holes that Father had made to dig down, hoping to drive him out of the ground.

"**Hiryuu watch ou-"**

"You forgot one thing in your defence." A scaled hand was holding a kunai up to my throat. I tensed. The hand removed the kunai and I undid the jutsu, allowing the chakra-infused water back into the storage seal.

"**I apologize, he sent another round of clones to distract me."**

"Nah, don't worry about it Hotaru. We tried our best, I'll just challenge him again when I turn thirteen." I sent my draconic partner a mental smile and turned to my dad.

"Sheesh..." I grumbled, rubbing the back of my head. "Was I even close?" I asked.

"Oh you definitely surprised me. Speaking of which, where did you learn that jutsu? " He chuckled.

"I made it myself." I boasted, puffing out my chest in pride. I didn't care if I looked like a peacock, I worked myself day and night for this jutsu.

"Did you really? I'm impressed, but you have a gap in your defenses from below. That'll be problematic when fighting other earth style users." He rustled my red hair.

"Alright… Thanks for the spar I guess." I slumped dejectedly and turned back to the house. My father ran a hand over his face.

"I swear, I'm growing too soft for this." he muttered. "Alright, alright, you can go."

"Really?" I perked up. "Thank you, thank you, thank you!" I cheered, running in circles around him.

"But! On one condition." I stopped. "You have to unlock your wings before you go."

* * *

><p>Torture. That' what it was. This wasn't even training anymore. Kami-sama was no doubt getting back at me for crossing dimensions unknowingly.<p>

"Ughhhhhhh..." I groaned pitifully.

"C'mon son. Up and at'em those eighty more laps aren't going to run themselves!" Tou-san was sitting on a beach chair drinking fruit juice with sunglasses on. My mind juggled through every curse word I could call him right now.

"Why am I even running? I hold my wings on my back, not my legs." I panted. Father tutted, wagging his finger at me.

"But in order to support the weight of your wings, you need a lot of strength. I went through this training, my father went through this training, my grandfather went through this training, and my great grandfather devised this training regime. Now suffer- I mean get going."

I screamed.

* * *

><p>"WHOOP WHOOP! THIS WAS SO WORTH THE TRAINING!" I shouted over the wind as I soared through the sky, massive black and silver wings adorning my back.<p>

"I told you so!" My father grinned at me, before doing a barrel roll and shooting off even higher. I followed him easily, never losing the feeling of flight and freedom. Up here, I felt like there were no restrictions. In the sky, no one could chain you down. I did multiple flips and spins, zigzagging through the clouds. We didn't have to worry about any Kiri-nin because who would check the sky? I didn't even need my oxygen mask flying because my Ryuu no Henkan fortified my lungs during transformation.

I was eleven now, the training to get wings had taken the better part of the entire year. And let me tell you. Wings. Hurt. Like. A. Bitch. and I'm not one for cursing but I cannot express to you in words how much reforming tendons, growing a _whole new set of muscles_, ripping apart skin and replacing it with scales, and growing the new bone structure of wings hurts. I applaud my father for not falling down screaming in pain during our spar. That was why I only pulled my wings in when it was _absolutely necessary_ because pulling them back out _hurt_.

I landed back on the ground with a crash and a bang. I wasn't quite as good as my father with landing, but-

"**Understatement of the millennium, hatchling."**

"Oh shut up, I'm not _that_ bad."

"**You are. You really are."**

I huffed in indignation. "Whatever."

"That was great Hiryuu! Let's go back in, it's almost dinner and since you can fly now, you're cleared to go on a _SMALL_ adventure." Father stressed the small but I didn't listen.

"YATTA! BYE OLD MAN, YOU WON'T BE SEEING ME 'TILL NEXT WEEK."

"NO! Hiryuu!"


End file.
